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a warning example, but the speaker's zeal sounded hollow,
and he did not look very happy.
The two pseudo-Bolshevists were loud in their support of
reprisals, but their skill in dissimulation was not equal to
the situation. Through their voices there ran an undertone
of disgust and horror.
Charles and I read stolidly on, but the letters danced
before our eyes and we found it hard to keep up our * parts.'
What Schon had told about the Chekist atrocities was, of
course, intended only for the ears of the others. Betrayed
by vanity and self-importance, the fellow had been guilty
of a grave breach of confidence even towards them in reveal-
ing extremely important 'official secrets'. Such details must
at all costs be prevented from getting out of the country,
and if it should come out that we had understood them,
that we were not even foreigners, we should arrive neither
in Vienna nor Budapest alive, for gajdesz would be our
destination.
The topic of conversation changed again. The big man
and the stout man were doing their best to keep any doubt
from being cast on their loyalty to the dictatorship. The
ex-bourgeois entertained the company with an incident at
his factory. 'You can't think, comrades how everybody
down there works against the interests of the regime. Only
yesterday when I got to the office the whole clerical staff
was sitting about doing nothing. "Aha! sabotage, is it?"
I shouted at them, and I had to give the whole lot a good
talking-to before they would get to work.'
But when Schon and Kalmar left the train for a few minutes
at a station to speak to the station guard, his heart cowed
by terror as it was, overflowed, and turning to the stout
Social-Democrat, in whom he had long sensed feelings akin
to his own, this bourgeois in wolf's clothing said with an
audible sigh: 'After all, comrade, what's a man to do? We've
got our wives and families at home. How is one to act?
What's going to come of it all?5